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m THREE ACTS, | 
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| THE MUSICK BY Dr. ARNOLD. 
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DRAMHATIS PERSONA. 


Llewellyn, 


Shenkin, 


Cadvall, 
Gwyn, 
| O'Turloch, 


55 
King Land 
Prince David, 


Dynevor, 
 Mcredith, 


Mortimer, 


Hereford, 


Door-Keeper, b 


Edwin, 


Soldier, 


Latimer, 5 


Elinor, 


| on Lady Grifft's s Shade, 
eds Winifred. 


-. 


«AS, Barrymore. 
Me. Munden. 
Mr. R. Palmer. 


Mr. Suett. 


Mr. Jobnſtone. . 
M. Jobnſton. 
7 Mr. Davies. 
- Mr. C. Kemble. 


Mr. Trueman. 


Mr. Palmer, jan. 
= Mr. Caulfield, 
Mx. Davenport. 
. Wathen. © 
= Mr. Abbot. e 

Mr. Waldron, Jan. : 
Ir. Tyons. „ 

Ws Miſs De Camp. 
Mrs. Gibbs, 
- Mrs. Bland. 


Bards, Saldirs, Peaſantr, Ec. 


EU 


e 


5 | 


4 E 


sow -Wwisirao. 


= HEN he rude. voice 1 war 1 no 


longer ſhall hear, 


8 8 3 And my Cadwall' I reſtor d to > the : arms ; of 


his dear; 


To the harp will 1 fing at our cottage 5 


turf d door, e 


- | end my Cadwall ſhall leave his fond 


Winny no more! 5 


„ 
ED 11. 
1 our parent, to good Shenkin, the 
blvythe ballad 1'll troll, 


- Twill be thankful, twill be aracful, oh, | 
*ewill flow from the ſoul! 


There's no peaſant, there's no monarch, ” 


8 can than me be more bleſt, „ 
By good Shenkin ſtill PR by. * 
1 Cadwall careſt! e 


—- When the yuds voice of 1 war = no longer . 


ſhall hear, 


5 g Andr my cadwalls reſtor'd to the arms of ET 


his dear; 


N To the burp will 3 fing | at our cottage 


tu rf'd door, 


5 aud my Cadwall ſhall leave his fond 


Winny no mo re! T. 


1 3 5 
1SON o- Orostock. 


WHEN 1 was a boy in my father's mud 
edifice, 
Tender and bare as a pig in a ye, 1 


| - Out at the door as 1 look d with a a fleady = 


phiz, 


| Who but Pat Murphy the piper c came by! 5 


Says Paddy, but few Fay this mulick ; 35 
can you play :  - : 

g Says I. I can't tell, for I nev er r did try: x 
He told me that he had a charm, 
To make the pipes prettily ſpeak, 
Then ſqueez'd a bag under his arm, 
And ſweetly they ſet up a ſqueak; | 


- With: a  farala laralia loo; och, hone, how 


he handled the drone, 


And then. ſuch ſweet muſick 1 blow. 9 


- " would have melted the heart of „ 


2 ſlone. 
Your pipe, fays 5 Paddy, 10 neatly © comes 
der me, 


Naked III wander where ever it blows, 
_ And if my father ſhould try to recover me, 


Bure it won't be by deſcribing my cloaths, 


1 


5 The mukick 1 hear now, takes hold of my 


car now, 
And leads meall over the world by he noſe. 
So! followed his bag-pipe ſo ſweet, 
And ſung, as Ileap'd like a frog, 


_ Adicu, to my family ſeat, _ 
80 plcafantly placed in a bog, 


With my taralla laralla 100 ; how ſwweetly : 


he handled the drone, 


And then ſuch ſweet ene he blew. | 
— 'owou!d have melted 8 lese. 


Full five years 1 follow him, nothing ” 


could ſunder us, gn 


E- 7 FT ill he one morning had taken a ſup, = 
5 end ſlip'd from a bridge in a EVEN 


T underus 


oe to the bottom hn like a blind ON 


P up, 


| I roar d and I bawl'd d out, and 1 luſt ly e call . 


„ ut 


0 Paddy. my friend, don? t your mean 


to come up! D 
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He was ded as a nail in a door, 


Poor Paddy was laid On. the ſhelf, 


- So took up his pipes on the {nore 


ard now Ive ſet up i myſelf, 


With my faralla laralla loo, to be ſure I 


Have not got the nack, 


To o pay: faralla laralla loo, a ay and bubaroo 


didaroo whack. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


| SONG—OTv! R roch. 


. To win all the fair ones 5 ſoldier's the 3 Ho 


trade 1 is, 1 


5 His Knocking down gentlemen pleaſes the TL 


ladies, 5 
Wich a whack, fal de a de ral, 
A ſoldier' s the trade "8 
| Whack, fal de ral, de =: 
To POE» all the ladies. . 


" HOT W- 


so G—Cwrs. * 


WHEN the roſe. in the morning, de 7 


brought out the day, 


; She. ſmil'd, and all nature eas inſtantly g 4 


7; 


- . When ſhe ſpoke folemn wiſdom \ forgot to 1 


look wile, 


8 And ev'n love fell in love, at the fght of ER 


her eyes: 

Heigh ho! 0 * poor r heart, 
It is breaking, breaking _ 
ns has left _ heigho!/ 


| ® This Gong is omited in th repreſentation. 
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The cunts; when they ſaw her, would i in- 5 
ſtantly ſkip, e 
And the bees left their honey to fl to hur 
„ 
N Than her motion the lilly was never . 
meek, : 


0 and the roſe might have bluſk'd at the 5 


bloom of her cheek. 
* ho! Kc. 


5 No ſun in my V day, and 4 night ſhuts up 
Es „„ 


5 In ſearch of Ld peace, 1 plunge into the 


wars, a. 


My Gnglc affection aſks Grynith for wite; 5 : 


; And her dies every * for the toſs 91 l hur - 8 


8 
Keith ho ! ! ac. 


Saw Howell puſn the boat away, 


5 Long had he lov'd the beauteous maid, 


” At morrow dawn ſhe ſought the . 


8 


$ONG—Wixxrene. 


THE ſun was ſet, the night Was s grey, 5 
When Gwynnith, at the n door. 


And ſlowly leave the black ning ſhore: 1 


Shbe bleſt him with an equal flame ; 
2 They waited but the church's aid, 
0 To make them one in heart and name, : 


11. 1 
She ran, ſhe climb'd a ſtranded Wee 5 


the ſhrunk at what ſhe might have loſt, I 
And ſunk upon the Hlippery deck, | 


— She call'd him in his wat'ry grave, 


An anſwering cry her ſoul alarms ; 


” A failor ſtruggled through the wave, 


Aud Howell n her 1 in his arms, . 


—— —12——— 2 1 


1 ; 


CHORUS or BARDS. 


p 1 RUIN ſeize thee, ruthleſs king! 


Havock choak thy furious way! 1 


Deſolation's raven wing 
5 thee from the eye of bay! * 


Ruin ſeize thee, Kc. 


F INALE. . 
8 HITHER Wen our . mountains, T 


ns Hither from our chryſtal fountains, | . 
Exery nymph with ſpirit clear, 


And bring your beſt of bleſſings here. 


. Crown her truth with wreaths of honour, 
Be the fruitful bliſs upon her. 5 5 „„ 


1 May. he ever mighty flouriſh, 
SClory's darling ſons to nouriſh ! 1 
Time, whoſe rav'ning truth devours 

ERicheſt fanes and loftieſt tow' = 

Spare, as fly the cireling years, x 
. * ſhrine ; a | grateful e rears. es 


: THE END. 


